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CALLING ME HOME.

When out from the woodland the dark
shadows creep,
Velllng the world from sight,
T think of the mother who soothed me to
sleep,
Kissing me fond good-night.
1 see her loved form, in the dim far away,
Standing beside the door,
And hear her sweet voice, at the close of
‘the day,
Calling me home once more.

No earthly devotion so true and so pure,
Changeless in sun or rain;
No sorrow of childhood her kiss cannot
cure,
Soothing away the pain.
Oh, bring back the voice of my mother to-
day,
Winds from the unseen shore,
The voice that in childhood I loved to obey,
Calling me home once more.

Come back from the silence so deep and so
vast,
Mother, come home to-day,
And comfort me just as you did in the past,
Kissing my tears away.
Oh, give me my childhood, so happy and
free,
Give me the friends of yore;
Restore the sweet voice that was music to
me,
Calling me home once more.
—Charles K. Burnside, in Pacific Monthly.

The Serene
Themes

R
By F. H. LANCASTER.

S UL S
(Copyright, 1901, by Authors Syndicate.)

HE rain swept down upon the

marshes in long, thin slants and
the girl paused to gaze uponit with de-
lighted eyes. Sidney Lanier’s lines
were in her heart and presently she
gave them voice, joying with sympa-
thy in the scene before her:

‘““Ye marshes, how candid and simple, and
nothing withholding and free.

Ye publish yourselves to the sky and offer
yourselves to the sea.

Tolerant plains, that suffer the sea and
the rains and the sun,

Ye spread and span like the catholic man
who has mightily won

God out of knowledge and good out of in-
finite pain,

And sight out of blindness, and purity out
of a stain.”

She gazed a moment and then
tramped on through the wet, turning
her head from time to time that the
east wind might dash the fine rain
against her face.

How glorious it was. All this fresh
air and freedom after that close,
smelly sitting-room at home.

*And those poor pitiful ecreatures,
cramped up in stuffy chairs worship-
ing their serene Themes,” she mur-
mured. “Because it is customary to
stay indoors when it rains, they would
die for want of fresh air rather than
not stay there.” And she splashed her
rubber boots delightedly through a
shining pool of new-fallen water.

“I have little use for you, O Themes.
Your ideas of right and wrong do not
satisfy the deeper instincts of my soul.
Your eternal fitness of things appears
to me as a shallow subterfuge.”

Some one laughed at her elbow,

*“And souls have instincts?”

“It is you,” she comunented, calmly.

“*Me,” he admitted, “in my prehis-
toric duck paraphernalia.” The girl
laughed.

“You look it—every inch,” she criti-
cised, frankly.

“You didn’t suppose that T was go-
ing to let you go gadding about in the
rain alone, did you?”

“How was I to know that you were
aware of my gadding?” she parried.

“My study has a window, and so has
my soul.”

“Your soul!”

“] believe that is what poets call it.
Don’t they talk some sort of exquisite

THE GIRL SAT DOWN UPON A STUMP.

stuff about the eye being the window

of the soul?”

“0. You must excuse my density.
A poetical allusion from you is as un-
expected as moonlight at midday.
Still,” she continued, thoughtfully, “I

came by the wagon road and that is be-,
. yond your range of vision.”

" “Not when my power of sight is re-

- enforced by a spy-glass,” he turned
_ and looked at her. “Which it was,” he

~ said, slowly.

- “And how do you justify such pro-

 ceedings to your serene Themes?”
~ she mocked.
upon the movements of your women

“Is a spy-glass watch

acouaintances customary? Does it

j‘.;, -*r‘flcoim!io'e with her ideas of the eternal

ess of thinga?”

tetarned, recklessly. The girl sat
down upon a stump and looked out at
the rain-swept marshes.

“Behald his household god is in the

“I am a trifle stupefied. When T hear

one’s friend deride his chcsen god-
dess.”
“Oh, Nan, have done! I knew that

you could not keep away from the
marshes on such a day as this.”

“But you did not propose to bespat=
ter your rubber coat on an uncertain-
ty,” she remarked, wickedly. The color
surged up slowly in his wet cheeks.

“You ought not to be so hard on
Themes,” he gsaid with a brave attempt
at indifference. “She was the mother
of Peace and Justice and the Fates.,”

“And because the sins of the par-
ents are visited upon the children, the
virtues of the children should reflect
upon the parents? But still, my
friend, T must admit small admiration
for your goddess of custom. Her
golden chains are more binding than
any of the iron links forged by Vul-
can.”

He was looking at her, but not lis=
tening. It was the first time in two
yvears that she had called him friend.
And she had done it in the old-time,
pleasant way. The tone carried him
back ‘to the comfortable times before
they had quarreled over one of her
reckless invasions against the laws of
custom.

“I don’t know,” he said, vaguely,
when he realized that it was his turn
to say something. “I'm not well up
on Greek mythology.”

“But I am talking everyday sense.
I say that there are more un-
willing victims dragged at the chariot
wheels of customs to-day than ever
Roman conquerors displayed on their
triumphs. There ar» millions of peo-
ple grinding their lives out doing
things they detest merely because it
is customary. You know what I
mean?”

“I wish to tke Lord that I did.”

She looked at him with a touch of
calm disdain, then let her eyes drift
lazily to the drenched landscape. For
an instant she found herself wishing
that it was not quite so pleasant to
have him there. ‘The rain makes his
eyes so much bluer,” she reflected.
But that was searcely a cause for
avoiding their fearless glance.

“I am going to organize an anti-
Themes club,” she announced. “The
members are to pledge themselves to
do whatever they feel like doing, irre-
spective of what is customary.”

“I will sign the pledge as, soon as
it is written.” His voice shook a little.

Nan turned to lock at him.

“You needn’t laugh,” she began;
then she faced about suddenly and
quickened her pace.

“It is going to rain harder, I think,”
she remarked, grimly.

“No,” she returned. “I saw a gleam
on the marsh just now. The sun will
be out in half an hour.”

“When are you going to write that
pledge?” he questioned, softly.

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Because I am getting a little impa-
tient to sign it.”

“Do you find the serene Themes a
tyrant at last? Let me tell you, men
get off easy compared to what women
have to bow down to.”

“I don’t know about that. I have
gone around for the last two years
half-dead to break one of her laws, and
not daring to do it.”

Nan's eyes measured the marsh.

“I shouldn’t imagine it would be
easy to respect a man who was for-
ever clinging to the skirts of custom,”
she remarked, impersonally.

“Shouldn’t you?” he echoed, absent«
ly. His finger tips were beginning to
tingle. The rain came down afresh,
pattering briskly upon the back of their
rubber coats and veiling the marshes
in translucent mists.

“Neither should 1,” he added, after
a long pause. “The serene Themes has
stifled my life too long. By this sign
I renounce my allegiance.” His warm,
wet lips caught hers and clung to them.

In an instant Nan was facing him
through three feet of misty rain.

“You crazy,” she exclaimed.

“Don’t,” he protested. “I have only
done what I have been longing to do
day and night for the last two years.
I have renounced—"

“We had better walk on,” she cut in,
coolly. “The rain isn’t exactly the
proper place for gossiping.”

“Ah, but we do not care a fig for the
proprieties. Wait, Nan, I take it back!
If you only knew how irresistible you
were with those rain drops on your
face. Besides, it really is your turn to
be a little loving now. I have been
doing it all for the last two years.”

“Does that mean that you propose
to rest from your labors?”

“You little fraud, you know that it
doesn’t. You know that as long as I
live I shall go on loving you through
and through,evento your rubber coat.”

“Oh, for pity’s sake, don’t fallin love
with my rubber coat. Recall the sad
fate of those galoshes that got kissed
into holes. It would trouble me to
awake some morning to the fact that
my rubber coat was a wreck.”

“Nan,” he said, sternly, “does all this
mean that you love me, or that you do
not?”

She turned to con a lesson of candor
from the candid marshes, thén she
leaned her head back against him to
meet his eager eyes.

“It means that I do,” she answered,
honestly.

Noise a Passport to Popularity.

Noise is not usually a passport to
popularity. But the archbishop of
Canterbury by his stentorian veice
won the affections many yearsago ofa
Devonshire farmer, who was over-
heard to say, admiringly, near the bote
tom of a church where the then bishop
of Exeter was preaching: “I du love
the beshup, 'cos he hollers proper.’—
London Mail.

Profit in Roasting Peanuts,

Roasting peanuts is a business not
at all to be despised. It adds 21 cents

these sell for 25 cen 1 the pound

in value to every pound of peanuts,
There are five bags to the pound and

“WHY ARE YOU STROLLING AFOOT SO FAR FROM HOME?”
TO WHOM IS SHE SPEAKING?

OLD MEXICO AND NEW.

One Must Go to Small Interior Cities
to Find Reminders of the
Former,

To most of us, grinding and toiling
in the huge factory which an imperfeet
civilization calls a palace of progress,
in reality an edifice resounding with
the elank of machinery, the irksome
tinkling of telephone bells, and the
racket of the typewriters, it seems al-
most incredible that there really does
exista fairer and more delightful world
outside that great, sunny, cheerful
Mexico, which, as time goes on and
the din and hurry augment, recedes
before our mental gaze.

Not so many years ago this ancient
city was filled with something of the
charm of the middle ages; no one hur-
ried, life had a broad margin of
leisure; all had “time” to gather the
flower of pleasure by the roadside of
existence. True, the streets were badly
paved, the drainage was most unscien-
tifie, mails were not any too punectual
and to go far from the capital involved
journeys somewhat perilous and al-
ways romantic.

To find that lost charm
now visit the interior cities, and, above
all, the smaller ones, where Mexico
holds still to the pleasant ways apd’
the unhasting pace which are so in
contrast with the rapid commercialism
of these new times. Old foreign resi-
dents of the City of Mexico will, almost
to a man, tell you that, while there is
vastly more “business,” more security,
better furniture, and more people
wearing modern clothes, that, some-
how, something has departed, a some-
thing that made life very agreeable.

What has been lost is the character-
istic features of Moro-Spanish civiliza-
tion, a ripened produet, mature with
long centuries of formation. The
apostles of progress, wearing knitted
brows, their eyes always peering into
some future calculation, will deride
all this as “rubbish.” But they are
wrong; many doubtful things have
been gained; life has more pressing oc-
cupations; there is a growing hurry,
much more social show, but far less
enjoyment.

The old ¥Mexico was comfortable, en-
chanting; under the arcades of the
cities one felt the charm of Spain—
vast and sunlit plazas where people
idly talked—great stone mansions
with balconies haunted by las damas,
an air of careless leisure, happiness
and dolce far niente. For all these
things one must now go into the re-
moter towns. They, too, are menaced
by the crashing car of progress; the
clangor of its harsh gong is heard as
it advances and people are told to
make ready for the great change which
is to efface all that is characteristical-
Iy Mexican. We are to be transformed,
says the Mexican Herald, made nerv-
ous, pushed into the dollar chase and
all things are to be treated by the
standard: “Does this pay?”

The hurrying crowd will eventually
be tamed, the climate, the sun, which
is the master magician, will make over
the new conquistadores. They will
have to submit to nature, and, warned
by formidable nervous diseases, con-
sent to relax. The spectacle of cities
like New York and Chicago, where
millions of the unsuccessful find the
game of competition hateful, is not en-
couraging. It is not the sort of civilie

one must [

l

zation that suits these southern lands.
It eannot long endure when trans-
planted here.

So there is hope that what is essen-
tial to happiness in these lands will be
saved; that the new Goths and Vandals
will be subdued, will feel the spell of
an old civilization and consent to be
happy as men should be in a world
where nothing good lasts to long.

Such Is the Relationship of the Wood-
chuck, Say Who
Have Studied the Animal,

Naturalists

H. D. Reed and Verne Morton, in
Country Life in America, tell an inter-
esting and pictorial story of the
woodchuck or “ground hog.”

“Perhaps no wild mammal,” says Mr.
Reed, “is more familiar to country
people than the woodchuck. Every hill-
side and meadow is dotted with the
small piles of earth which mark the
doorway to his home. The wood-
chuck prefers a hillside or a knall in
which to dig a hole. for here he can eas-
ily make the end of his den higher
than the beginning, thus avoiding the
danger of being drowned out.

“What could be more wunlike in
general appearance than a woodehuck
and a squirrel? Yet they are cousins,
both belong to the same family of
mammals. The trim body, sharpeclaws
and agility of the squirrels make it
posgible for them to lead an arboreal
life, jumping recklessly from branch
to branch, while the flabby form and
short legs of the woodehuck better
adapt him for digging than for run-
ning or climbing.

“The nature of the food of the wood-
chuck is such that he cannot lay up
stores as the chipmunks do, nor is it
of such a kind that it can be obtained
during the winter. The case of this
creature during the winter seems to be,
therefore, one of ‘sleep long and
soundly or starve.” During the win-
ter’s sleep or hibernation life preocesses
go on very slowly, Breathing is re-
duced, and the heart-beats become so
slow and feeble that they cannot be
felt. They come from their winter’s
sleep about the 1st of March in New
York.”

Potatoes and Cancer,

The registrar general for Ireland
says that nearly 20 per cent. of the
people of the Emerald isle die of,old
age. There are, he says, 212 Irish men
and women now living over 100 years
old, a proportion far above the aver-
age of most nations. In speaking of
the prevalence of cancer in Ireland
the report notes the evidence that the
most prosperous, the most populous
and least Celtic counties suffer most
from this dread disease. while those
sections where the Celtic race is purest
and a buttermilk, meal and potato diet
is most prevalent are most exempt
from cancer. It would be a curious
thing were it established, not only, as
at present seriously suggested, that
the humble potato is a counter-active
to cancer, because there existed for
three centuries in several European
countries a most malicious prejudice
against the wholesome tuber.—Detroit
Free Press.

Spoiling a Good Impression.

Some men make a good impression
and then spoil it by telling you what
wonderful things they have done.—
Atchison Globe.

The Seecret of
Suegess

$o4bbee

By MAX OWEN.

who emula

ted his example..
val road to fortune,
RT,”

Work—hard, earnest, conscientious work, is the secret of the
great majority of successes in every line.
WH#M*H*‘ To be sure, the old adage of
- d “all work and no play makes Jack

a dull boy” is no less true to-day
than it was a century ago, but ali
play and no work will not make
Jack either a wise or successful

+4++4444444444+ boy.

WORK IS THE ONE SURE ROAD TO SUCCESS. Study
the methods of our great merchant princes, our great scholars, our
great statesmen, and you will find that it is work that has won them
the success they enjoy. It was true of Philip D. Armour, during the
entire life of that great merchant and packer, that he reached his of-
fice each morning in advance of his clerks.
attention to his business. He worked, and he rewarded those of his

He gave conscientious

A Chance to Please the Children.
Four Funny lo CtS.

Story Books for
With its usual enterprise the

B. & O. S-W. R. R.

makes this popular offer to its patrous:

FOUR COMPLETE BOOKS

EACH BOOK ILLUSTRATED
IN COLORS,

¢+ Uncle Eli’s Monkey Stories.”’
¢t Uncle Eli’s Elephant Stories.”
‘¢ Uncle Eli’s Tiger Stories.”’
‘¢ Uncle Eli’s Bear Stories.”’
Bent to any address ‘‘ Post Paid,” on receipt ¢f
10 cents in silver or stamps. .

Entirely New, :
Up to Date, Unique,
Fascinating.

The B. & 0. S-W. R. R. having made special
arrangements with the publishers, are enabled
to make this remarkable offer to its patrons.
They are just the books for everybody. Gottes
up to please old and young alike.

Address all orders to

0. P. McCARTY,
General Passenger Agent B. & 0. 8-W. R. B.
Cincinnati, Obio,
Mark Envelope ** Uncle Eli's Series.’’

As this is an advertising test, please mens
tion this paper.

Kodol
Dyspepsia Gure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. It allows you to eat all
the .ood vou want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take it. By its use many
thousands of dyspeptics have been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formation of gason the stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dietingunnecessary. Pleasant to take.

it can’t heip
but do you good

*reparedonly by E. O. DeWiIrTt & Co., Chicage
J-.;“bg“l.bul, ec{:nmzuummwc.m
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Notice.

To Policy Holders in Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence game
played by the pious Insurance Agent
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write numerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a different price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, whickh: is part of
the game, and shonld you prefer this.
particular plan write to the Agent ot
Company who insured you and get it,
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be au easy mark. There are millions of
dollars lost each year by policyholders
being duped by confidence men.

H. C. WiLson.

'This Will Interest Many.

PR

To quickly introdece B. B. B. (Bo-
tanic Blood Balm), the famous Soanthern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10,000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cures oid ulcers, carbuucles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, pains in
bones or joints, rhenmatism, scrofula,
exezema, itching skin and bload humors,
cancer, eating, festering Sores, boils,
catarrh, or any blood or skin trouble.
Botanic Blood 8alm (B. B. B) beals
every sore or pimple, makes the blood
pure and rich and stops all aches and
pains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
thoroughly tested for thirty years in
hospital and private practice, and haa
cured thousands of cases given up as
bopeless. Sold at drug atores, $1 per
large bottle. For free treatment write
ta Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga Medi-
vine sent at once, prepaid. Describe
trouble and free medical advice given.
Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.) givea
life vigor and strength to the blood,
the finest Blood furijer made Bo-
tanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.) gives 3
healtby Blood supply to the skin and
antire system.

My agency insures against fire,
wind and storm—Dbest old, reliable
prompt paying companies—non-
union. W. O.HINTON, Agt.

To Cure A Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets
All druggists refund the money if it
fails to cure. E. W. Grow’s signature
s on each box. 25c. (322-1yr)

COSts
25 cenis|
per TON is

Wil e woria 8106 te you to read what
Selzsrwcasalogse ys about rape,

<itlion Dollar Grass
ke will posiively make yea rich; 12 tons

of bay and lobuu-hxmnm,n also

Bromus, Pescat, Speliz (400 bo. corn, 250

bu. Jats pira.,) ete., ete.

For this Notice and 10c.

we mail big cata'og and 10 ¥rrm Sesd
Novoliiss, fully worth §13¢0 get s start.

PATENTS cifiin,
soves 13 o BT ARG

Book “How toobtain Patents” 3 L.

Charges moderate. No fee till t is sesnred.
| S Rl A |

oL (A W, ¢

FALL, 1901.

Fruit and Ornamental Trees, Grape
Vines, Small Fruits, Asparagus, and
sverything for Orchard, Lawn and Gar-
den. We sell direct, at right prices, ta
the planter and have no agents. Gen-
eral catalogue on application to *

H. F. HILLENMEYER,
Both Telephones. Lexington, Ky,
— E—
The Burlington’s California Exe
cursion, Personally Conducted.

Every Wednesday night from St,
Louis and Chicago, the Burlington’'s
Personally Conducted Tourist Sleeper
Excursions leave for California. The
crowning feature is the route through
Denver, Scenic Colorado, Salt Lake City.
Homessekers’ excursion to the West and
Northwest on October 15, November 5th
and 19th, December 3d and 17th.

“The Burlington-Northern Pacific
Express’ is the famous solid through
train, St. Louis, Kansas City to Puget
Sound, Seattle and Portland, via Bill-
ings, Montana, Butte, Helena, Spokane,

The Burlington runs the best traing
to Kansas City, St. Joseph, Owmaha,
Denver, St. Paul. Montana, Washing-
ton, Pacific Coast. It is the greatess
railroad of the Louisiana Purchase.
Outline your trip and let us advise you
the least cost. Any ticket agent can sell
via the Burlington. W. M. Shaw, D.
P. A, 406 Vice Street, Cincinnati, O ;
L. W. Wakeley, Gen’l Pass'r Agent,
St. Louis, Mo.; Howard Elliott, General
Manager, St. Louis, Mo,

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH
PENNYROYAL PLLS
g (!(Sf“‘

o
=2

Safe. Always reliable. Nadles, ask Druggiss for
CHICHESTER'S ENGLIS in Bed and
Gold wetallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbon,
Take wo other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particniars, Testi.
monials and “ Reliel for Ladies,” in letter,
l‘lf' retura Jiail. 10,000 Testimonials., Sold by
1 Drugg'sts.
CHICHESTER CHEMICAL CoO.

2100 Madison Square, PHILA., PA,
Mentien this paper.
TIME TABLE.
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174 lle. . S 30am ¢ 0pm y !
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Trains marked thus t run daily exceps
Sunday; other trairs rup daily.

Through Sleepers between Losisville,
Lexington amd New VYork without
‘hauge, -

For rates, Sleeping Car reservations
ar any informaticu call on

F. B. CARR,
Agent 1. & N. R R, Paris, Ky.,
»t. GEORGE W. BARNEY,
Nir Pasa Agent | avingtan W

«_

BIG FOUR.

THE BUFFALO ROUTE TO

PAN-AERIGAN
EXPOSITION.

UNION DEPOT AT
CINCINNATL.

Tickets readiug via Big Four and
Lake Shore will te good on Steamer
Line in either direction between Cleve-
lani aad Bnffalo withont extra charge

C.C.CLARK,T. P. A,,
Chattanooga, Tenn,
J E REEVES, G.S. A.,
Cineinnagi, O.
J.W LYNCH,GP.&T "A.
Cineiunati, O

CLOTHING - CLEANED
SACTHOMAS BROS. 348

Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothing in a satisfac-
fory manner at reasonable prices. They
ask your patronage. nova3-1yr,

*Phone 303

OpposiTe HorteEr. WINDSOR

are psinful and celdom,

for

oy mall,

.lﬁm
) - :
(kD Sertible disanse s e Pack L
Quaranres In sach §1 Box. You
depcilts recelved. 50c. and §l & box, 8 .




